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Then she greeted the Geat-lord, and gave God

the thank,
She, the wisefast in words, that the will had wax'd

in her

In one man of the earls to have trusting and troth
For comfort from crimes.    But the cup then he

took,
The slaughter-fierce warrior, from Wealhtheow

the Queen.                                                  629

And then rim'd he the word, making ready for war,

And Beowulf spake forth, the Ecgtheow's bairn:

E'en that in mind  had  I  when up on holm

strode I,
And in sea-boat sat down with a band of my

men,

That for once and for all the will of your people
Would I set me to work, or on slaughter-field

cringe
Fast in grip of the fiend;   yea and now shall I

frame

The valour of earl-folk, or else be abiding
The day of mine end, here down in the mead-hall.
To the wife those his words well liking they

were,
The big word of the Geat; and the golS-adorn'd

wended,                                                              640

The frank and free Queen to sit by her lord.